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The moll Lamentable Tragedie 

Your letter is with Iubiter by this. 

Tttus. Ha, ha,Tubltut, Publius, what haft thou done? 
See, fee, thou bait fhot off one of Taurus homes . 

M arcus. This was the fport my Lord, when P ublius fhot 
The Bull being galdc,gauc Aries fuch a knocke, 

That downe fell both the Rams homes in the Court, 
And who fhould h ide them but the Eniprcfle vill aine: 
Slice laught, and tolde the M oore hee fhould not choofe, 
But oiue them to his Mailer for a prefent* 

T?tus. Why there itgoes,Godgiue his Lordflijp ioy. 

Enter the Clowne with a basket and two pidgeons in it. 


Clowne. Nerves, n ewes from heauen , 

Marcus the Poaft is come. 

Tttus, Surra what tidings, Iiaue you any letters. 

Shaft I haueiuftice,what lines 

Clowne, HotheGibbftmikcr? Hee faies that he hath 
taken them downe againe,forthe man muft not be hangu 

till die next weeke. 

Tttus, But what faies Iubiter I aske tuec? 

Clowne, Alas fir, I know not Iubiter, 

I ncuerdranke with him in all tny life, 

Tttus, Why villaineart not thou the Carrier. 

Clowne, IoVmy pidgeons fir, nothing els. 

Tttus. Why didthhou not come from heauen? 
Clowne. From he iuen, alas fir, I neuer came there, 

God forbid I fhould be fo bolde, to preffe to heauen in my 


young daies: « 

Why I am going with my pidgeons to the tribunali 

P'xbs, to take vp a matterof brawle betwixt my vne , 
and one of the Hmperals men, f . 

Marcus, Why fir, tint is as fit as can bee to <ei 
your Oration, andlethim deliucr the pidgeon 
Emperour from you, 


Titus, 


of T itns Andron icus. 

Titus, Tell mce, can you deliuer an Oration to the Em- 
perour with a grace, 

‘ Clowne. Nay truelie fir, I could neuer fay grace in all 
piy life. 

Titus, Sirra come hither, make no more adoo. 

But giue your pidgeons to the Emperour, 

By mee thou fhalt haue iul lice at his hands, 

Hold, hold, nieane while here’s money for thy charges, 
Giuemepenandinke. 

Sirra,can you with a grace deliuer vp a Supplication ? 
Clowne, I fir, 

77/#/.Then here is a Supplication for you, and when you 
conietohim, at the fiillapprochyoumuftkncele , then 
kiffehisfoote , then deliuer vp your pidgeons , and then 
lookefor your reward , lie b ee at hand fir, fee you doe it 
brauclie. 

Clowne . I warrant you fir , let me alone. 

Titus, Sirra haft thou a knife; Come let me fee it* 

Here Marcus , foldit in the Oration, 

For thou haft made it like an humble Suppliant. 

And when thou hail giuen it to the Emperour, 

Knocke at my doore,and tell me what he faies. 

Clowne. God be with you fir, I will. Exit, 

Titus. Come Marcus Ictvs goe, Publius follow mce. 

Exeunt, 

i Enter Emperour and Emprejfe and her two fonnes , the 
Emperour brings the An ewes in his hand 
that Titus flsot at hint. a 

(feene. 

Saturnine, VVhy Lordswhat wrongs arc thefc,was eucr 
AtiEmpciourinRome thus ouerboire. 

Troubled, confronted thus, and for the extent 
Ofcgaftiuftice.vfdeui filch contempt. 
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